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The Tragcdic 

Qa. 71$ full of thy foulc wrong?* / 

Kt»g, My father* death. 

gu. Thy felfe hath that difhonord. 

King. Then by ray felfe. 

Thy felfe, thy felfe mifvfcft. 

King. Why, then by God, 

Qh. Gods wrong is naoft ofall j 
If thou hadft feard,to breakean oath by him. 

The vnitiethe King my brother made, 

Had not beetle broken, nor my brother flaine, 

Tfthou hadft fearde to breakc an oath by him, 
Theemperiall mettel circling now thy brow, 

Had graft the tender temples of my childe. 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 
Which now two tender play-fellowes for dull, 

7hy broken faith hath made a prey for wormes. 

Kin. By the time to come. 

££»■ That thou haft wrongd in time orepaft, 
jFor / my felfe haue many tearcs to vvafh 
Hereafter time fortime,by the part wrongd, 

The children liue.whofe parents thou haft flauc>htred, 
Yngouernd youth to waileit in their age: 

The parents liue whofe children thou haft butchred, 
Old withered plants towaile it with their aac: 
Swcare not by time to come, for that thou haft' 
Mifvfed,nere vfed,by time mifvfed orepaft. 

King, As /intend to profper and repent, 

Sothriue /in my dangerous attempt. 

Of hoflile armes,my felfe, my felfe confound,. 

Day yecld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Be oppofite,all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings,ifwith pure heaits lone, 
/mmaculated deuotior,holy thoughts, 

1 tender not thy beauteous princely daughter 
In her conlifts my happinefleand thinc^ * 
Without her, folio wes to this land and me, 

7*0 thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftian foulc. 

Sad defolation,ruine,and decay, 

Jt cannot bcauoided but by this: 
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Thereto* good mother (/mud call you fo) 

Rcthcatturney of my loi eto her. 

pleade what 1 will be, not w hat /haue beene, 

]S!ot by deferts,but what 1 willdcfernc: 

Vrge the nectffide and ftate of times, 

And bcnotpeeuilh fond in great dcfignes, 

Qm. Shall I be tempted oftheDiuellihus ? 

K^g /, if the Diueil tempt thee to do good, 

Qu, Shall /forget my felfe to be my felfe i 

*King. /,ifyourfelfes remembrance wrong your felfe. 

$h. But thou didft kill my children. 

King, Butin your daughters wombe, / 1 c burie them. 
Where in that neft of fpiccrie there (hall bre 
Sclfes of themfelues to your recomfiture. 

£lu. Shall I go win my daaghter to t’ny will i 
King And be a happie mother by the deed. 

Jj)u, l go, write to me very Ihortly, 

King 'Scare her my true loues ki flerfare well. Exit£a, 
Relenting foole, and (hallow changing woman. Enter Rat , 
%at My gracious foueraigne.on the Wcfternecoaft, 
Ridcth a puiflant Nauie, 7 o the (Tore 
Throngmany doubtfull hollow harted friends, 
Vnarmd,and vnrefolud to beatc them bat kc: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their Admirall: 

And there theyhull.expeffingbuttheayd, 

Of Buckingham to welcome them a fhore. 

King Some light- foote friend poft to the Duke ofNorff. 
Ratline thy felfe, or Catesby,w here is he? 

Cat, Here my Lord; 

Kin, Flie to theDukcJpofi thou to Salisbury, 

When thou comeft there:duil vnmipdfuU villaine 
Why (lands thou ftill,and goeft not to the Duke? 

Cat. firftmightie foueraigne.letme know your ruinele. 
What from your grace I fhall cteljuer him. 

Kin. O true, good Catcsby,bi i him leuie ftraight, 

The greateft ftrength aad po w er he can make. 

And meetemeprefently at Salisbury. 

Rat, What is it your highnes pleafure /fhal do at folk bury? 
K», Why what woulds thou do there before I go? 


